who was tapping a cigarette on his right thumb. He had green,
expressionless eyes.

"He knows very well what my legs want," Gerbier suddenly
reflected. "He's getting ready for the show."

And Gerbier felt himself more securely chained by the assurance
of this man than he had been by his irons. The officer looked at
his watch and addressed the condemned men in very distinct
French.

"In one minute you will go and stand with your backs to the
machine-guns and facing the stop-butt," he said. "You will run
as fast as you can. We shall not fire immediately. We shall give
you a chance. Those who get behind the butt will be executed
later, with the next batch."

The officer had spoken with a strong, mechanical voice, as if
announcing the routine of a manouevre. Having finished, he lit
his cigarette.

"We can always try. . . . We've got nothing to lose," said the
peasant to the rabbi.

The latter did not answer, but his eyes avidly gauged the
distance that separated him from the stop-butt. With the same
unawareness the student and the young Breton were doing like-
wise.

The soldiers aligned the seven men as the officer had. ordered.
And no longer seeing the machine-guns, feeling their muzzles at
his back, Gerbier was seized with a strange contraction. A spring
within him seemed to be impelling him forward.

"Go . . ." said the S.S. lieutenant.

The student, the rabbi, the young Breton, the peasant set off
immediately. The communist, Gerbier and the land-owner did
not stir. But they had the impression of balancing back and forth
as if they were struggling to maintain their equilibrium between
two opposing forces.

"I won't ... I won't run . . /* Gerbier repeated to himself.

The lieutenant with his revolver fired three bullets that sped
past Gerbier's and his companions* cheeks* And the equilibrium
was broken. . . . The three condemned men followed their com-
rades.

Gerbier had no sense of advancing of his own accord. The
spring he had felt being wound inside Mm had been released and
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